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alls one, 

OR, 

One of the foure Tlaiet in one , called a 
Yorkshire Tragedy. As it was plaid by 
the Kings Maiefties Players. 

Enter oBuer and Raphe, twe fentingmen. 

S Liuer. Sirrah Raphe, my young Miftris 
is in fuch a pittifull paflionate humour 
for the long abfence of her loue. 

Raphe. \N hy can you blame her 3 why 3 
Apples hangingiongcr on the tree the 
when they are ripe, makes fo many fallings 3 viz» Mad 
wenches becaufe they are not gathered in time, are 
faine to drop of thcmielues, and then tis common 

you know for euery man to take them vp. 

Oliuer. Mafie thou faift true, tis common indeede 3 
but firrahjis neyther our young Mafter returned, nor 
our fellow come from London ? 

Raphe. Neyther of eyther, as the Puritan Bawdc 
fayes. Slid I hear e Sam, Sams come, hecre tarry, 
come ifaith,now my note itches for newes. 

Oliuer. hnd fo doth mine elbow. 

Sam cals mihin. Where arc you there ? 
^w.Boyjlooke you walke tny horfe with difereti- 
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on,Ihaue rid him Amply, I warrant his skinftickcsto 
his backe with very heate, if he (hould catchcold and 
get the cough ofthe- lungs, I were well (trued, were I 
not ? What Raphe and Oliuer. 

^.Honcft fellow 54w,wclcomc ifaith, what tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

Furwfht with things from 'London. 

Sam. You fee I am hangd after the trucft fafhion, 
three hats, and two glafies bobbing vpon them, two 
rebato wyers vpon my breft, a capcafe by my fide, a 
brufh at my backe, an Almanacke in my pocket, and 
three ballats. in my codpicc, nay I am the true pifturc 
©fa common feruingman. 

Oii ncr lie fweare thou att, thoumaiftfet vpwhen 
thou wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefle I can 
tell thce,that ptoues a rich man er.e he dies, but whats 
the newes'from London, Sam ? 

Raphe. 1 that’s well fed,what is the newes from Lon* 
>#‘$irrah. Myyoung Miftreflfekeepes fuchapu* 
ling for her Loue. 

Sam.Wby the more foole (he, I, the more ninny- 
hammer (he. 

Oliuer. Why Sam , why ? 

Sam.Why he i^ married to another long agoe. 

^w^.Faithyeieaft. ..1 

S4»».Why did you not know that till now Why 
lice’s married,beates his wife, and has two or three 
children by her : for you muft nore, that any woman 
beares the more when fheis beaterv . 

Raphe, I that’s true, for (he bearc$thc blovrcs. 

Oliuer. 



r 



A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Oliuer. Sirrah Sam, I would not for two y cares 
wages my young MiftrelTe knew fomuch,fhee’d run 
vpon the left hand of her wit, and here be her owne 
woman againc* • 

Sam. And I thinke (he was bleft in her Cradle jthac 
he neuer came in her bed, why hee has confumed all, 
pawndhis lands, and made his Vniucrfuy Brother 
(land in waxe for him 5 There’s a fine phrafe for a feri- 
uener,pub,hc owes more then his skin is worth. 

0//««'.Is’t poffible l 

Awz.Nay ,ile tell you moreouer, hce cals his Wife 
whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Doll, 
and his children baftards, as naturally as can be, but 
what haue wc.heere ? I thought twas fomething puld 
downe my Breeches : I quite forgot my two poting- 
ftickes,thefecame from London, now any thing is 

good heere that comes from London. 

Oliuer. \,hxte fetcht you know. 

Sam. But fpcake in your confidence ifaith,haue 
not we as good potingfticksi'th Country as need to 
be put i’rh fire, the mindc of a thing is all, and as thou 
faidft cuen now,farre fetcht is the beft things for La- 
dyes. 

Oliuer. I, and for waiting gentlewomen to. 

Sam. But Raphe jet our Beere fowre this thunder ? 

&z/>fo?.No,no,it holds countenance yet. 

Sam. Why then follow me, lie teach you the fined 
humor to be drunk in, I learnd it at London laft weeke. 

Amh. Faith let she are it,lets heare it. 

Smllhe bj^iucft humor ,twould do amangood to 

A z be 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 
bedrunke in it, they cal it knighting in London,whcn 
they drihkc vpon their knees. 

^.Faith that’s excellent. 

Come follow me, lie giue you all the degrees of it in 

order. ' 

Enter Wife. 

wife ^ Yhat will become of vs ? all will away , 

My husband neuer cealfes in expence, 

Both to confumehis credite and his houle. 

And tis fet downe by heauens iuft decree. 

That Ryots childc muft needs be beggery. 

Are thefe the vertues that his youth did promife ? 
Dice and voluptuous meetings^midnightReuels, 
Taking his bed with furfets. Ill befeeming 
The ancient honour of his houle and name : 

And this not all,but that .which kils me moft, 
VVhen he recounts his Ioffes and falfe fortunes, 
The weakneffe of his ftate fo much dcie&ed, 

Not as a mart repentant, but halfc mad, 

His fortunes cannot anfwere his cxpence : 

He fits and fullenly lockesvphis armes, 
Forgetting heauen, looks downward, which makes 
Him appeare fo dreadfull,that he frights my heart: 
r bailees heauily,as if his foule were earth ; 

Not penitent for thofe his fins are paft. 

But vext,his money cannot make them laft'.. 

A fearefull melancholy ,vngodly forrow. 

Oh yonder he comcs,tiow in defpight of ils 
lie (peakc to him,and I will heare him fpeake. 

And do my beft to driuc it from his he*£» 
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Enter Husband. 

mf.Von of the laft throw, it made 
f iuc hundred Angels vanifti from my fight, 

Imc darond.Ime damnd.the Angels haue fotfook me 
May tis certainly true : for he that has no coyne. 

Is damnd in this world s hee s gone,hce s gone. 
p0/^.Dcere husband. ■ . r 

Huf.O\x ' moft punilhment of all,I haue a wife. 
wife.Uo intreate you as you loue your foule. 

Tell me the caufc of this yoiirdifcontem. 

Huf.h vengeance ftrip thee naked, thou art caule, 

Effeft, quality ^ropettyathoujthou^hou. Exit. - 

^.Bad,turndtoworfe? 

Both beggery of the fouleas of the body. 

And fo much vnlikehimfelfcat fir ft, 

Asiffome vexed fpirit had got his forme vpon him. 
Enter Husband againe. 

He comes againe, 

He faies I am the caufe,I neuer yet 

Spoke leffethen words of duty and-ot loue. 

jjitj , if marriage bte honourable, then CuckoIus 
arc honourable, for they cannot bee made without - 

marriage. , a 

Foole,what meant I to marry to get beggers . 

Now muft my eldeft fonne be a knaue or nothin g,he 
cannot liue*vpot’h foole, for he will haue no land to 
maintainchim: that morgage fits like a fnafflevpon 
mine inheritance,and makes me chaw vpon Iron. ^ 
My fecond fon muft be a promoter,andmy third 
a theefejOr an vndcr-putter,a flauc Pander. 

A 3 ohl 






A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Oh beggery>beggery,to what bafc vfes doft thou put 

am3n - ’’ ' .^Kbrlrh. 

I thinkc the diuell fcornes to be a Bawd. 

He bcares himfelfc more proudly, has more care on 
his creditc. 

Bale, flauifh , abied, filthy pouerty. 

W>?,Good fir jby all our vowes I do bcfcech you. 
Shew me the true caufe of your difeontept* 

i7#/.Mony,mony,mony,&tbou muflfupply mce. 
PF/.Alaf!e,l am the leaft caufe of your difeontenr, 
Yet what is mine, either in rings or iewels, 

Vfe to your owne defire,but Ibcfeech you. 

As you are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my lelfc be out of your refpe&, 

Thinke on the Bate of thefe three louely boyes 
You haue bin father to. 

Hu. Puh,Bafiards,Bafiards,Bafiards,begot in tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

w.Heauen knowes how thofe words wrong me, 
But He endure thefe griefes among a thoufand more 
Oh call to mitide your Lands already morgadge. 
Your felfe woond into debts, your hopefull brother, 
At the Vniuerfity in bonds for you. 

Like to be ceaz’d vpon.And — - 

#».Ha done thou harlot. 

Whom though for falliionl married, • 

I neuer could abide.Thinkfl thou thy words 
Shall kill my pleafures,fall off to thy friends, 

Thou and thy bafiardsbeg,! will not bate 
A whit in humor j Midnight Bill I loue you. 

And 
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And reuell in your company j Curbd in. 

Shall it be faid in all focieties. 

That I broke cufiome,that I flagd in money, 

No, thofe thy iewels, I will play as freely. 

As when my Bate was fullefi. 

Httf. Nay I°protefl,and take that for an earnefi, 

He Jp urns her. 

I will for euer hold thee in contempt. 

And neuer touch the {heetes that couer thee, 

Butbe diuorfiirj bed, till thou confent. 

Thy dowry fhall be folde to giue new life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which l moftaffedh 
Wife.S 'u£o but turnc a gentle eye on me, 

And whatthe law (hall giue me leaue to do,. 

You fliall Command. 

Huf.Lookc it be done,(halH want dufl. 

And like a flaue weare nothing in my pockets 

Holds his hands in his Pockets. 

But my hands to fill them vp with nayles ? 

Oh much againfi my blood, let it be doiie, 

I was neuer made to be a looker on : 

Abaud to dice 5 lie fhake the drabs my felfe. 

And make them yeeld-J fay looke it be done. 

Wife. I take myleauc,it dial. 

' ; ... \ 
^.Speedily ,fpeedily, I hate the very houre I efiofe 

Brumpetind'baBards, 
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Enter three, Gentlemenjhearing him . 

i .Gent. Still do thefc loathfome thoughts iarre otj 
-your tongue. 

Your felfe to ftaine the honour of your Wife, 

Nobly difeended ; thofewhom men call mad. 
Endangers othcrs.but bee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfe,whofc owne words 
Do proclaime it is not fir, I pray forfake it. 

i.Gent,Good ilr ? let modefty reproue you. 

S-Gent. Let honeft kindnes fway fo much with you, 

Hu.G od den, I thankeyou fir, how do you ? adieu, 
I am glad to fee you, farwcll Inftru&ions, Admoniti- 
ons. Exeunt Gent . 

Enter a feruant. 

ffw/.How now firrha,what would you ? 

Ser. Onelyto certifieyoufir,thatmy Mifttisvvas 
met by the way, by them who were lent for her vp to 
London by her honourable V nckle, your W orfhips 
late gardian. 

Hh[. So fir, then fhe is gone,and fo may you be, 
But let her looke that the thing be done (he wots of. 
Or hell will ftand more plealant then her houfe at 
home. Exitferuant. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent.VJtW or ill met, I care not. ; 

Huf . No nor I. 

Gent. I am come with confidence to chide you. 

Huf.\/Vho me P.chide me . ? doo’t finely, then, let it 
Dot moue me, for ifthou chidft me angry, filial ftrike, 

Gent. Strike thine owne follies, for it is they 

Defcrues 
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neferue t o be well beaten •, wee are now in priuate, 
Ther’s none but thou and I, thou art fond & peeuiih. 
An vneleane ryoter,thy landes and creditc 
Lie now both ficke of a confumption, , 

I am forry for theej that man fpends with ihame. 
That with his riches doth coafumc his name, 

And fuch art thou. 

Huf.Vezce. 

Ge nt . No thou (halt heare me further. 

Thv fathers and fore-fathers worthy honors. 

Which were our Country monuments,our grace* 

Follies in thee begin now to deface. 

The fpring time of thy youth did faircly protmfc 
Such a moft fruitfull fiimmer to thy friends 
It fearfe can enter into mens belecfes, . 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee, we that tee it, 

Are forty to beleeuc it : in thy change, 

This voice into all places will be hurld *. 

Thou and the diuell has deceiu'd the world. 

Hof. lie not endure thee. 

G«tf.Butofallthe worft. 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied, 

Thou haft proclaimd a ftrumpet. 

Hw/^Nay then I know thee, . , 

Thou art her Champion thou, her priuatc friend, 
The party you wot on. 

Gent. Oh ignoble thought, 

I am paft my patient blood ,fhall I ftand idle 
And fee my reputation toucht to death. 

Huf. This has galdc you, has it i 

B 
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Gent. No monfterj prone 
My thoughts did onejy tend to vertuous loue. 

Huf. Lone of her vertues ? there it goes. 

Gent. Bale fpirit,to lay thy hate vpon 
The fruitfull honour ofthine ownebed, 

They fight yxnd the Husband is hurt . 

Huf. Oh. 

Gent. Wih thou yeeld it yet ? 

Huf. Sir, fir, I haue not done with you. 

Gentl hope nor nere (ball do. Fight agen. 

tf«/Haue you got tricks ? are you in cunning with 
me ? 

.NOjplaine and right. 

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 
Husband falles downe. 

j&/.Hard fortune, am I lcueld with the ground ? 
Gent. Now fir, yon lie at mercy. 

Huf. I you flaue. 

Gen. Alas,that hatc ihould bring vs to our graue, 
Youfee my fword’s not thirfty for your life, 

I am forrier for your wound, then your (clfe, 

Y’are of a vertuous houlc,fhew vertuous deeds, 
Tisnot your honour,tis your folly bleeds. 

Much good hasbeene cxpe&ed in your life. 

Cancell not all mens hopes, youbaue a Wife, 

Kinde and obedient ; heape not wrongfull fhame 
On her and your pofterity,let onely finne be fore, 
And by this fall, rife neuer tofall more. 

And fo 1 leauc you. Exit. 

Huf. Has the dogge left me then 

After 
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After his tooth hath left me ? Oh, my heart 
Would laine leape after him,reuenge I fay, 

Ime mad to be reueng’d.my ftrumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrellthat rips thus my fle(b. 

And makes my breft fpit blood, but thou fiialt bleed : 
Vanquiflat ? got downe ? vnable eene to fpeakc ? 
Surely tis want of money makes men wcake, 

I,twas that ore-threw me,lde nere bene downe elfe. 
Exit. 



Enter wife in a riding fuhe with aferuingman. 

S^Faithmiftf is, if it may not be preemption 
In me to tell you fo,for his excufe 
You had fmall reafon.knowing his abufe. 

Wife. I grant I had,but abife. 

Why Ihould our faults at home be fpread abroad, 
Tis greefe enough within doores; atfirft fight 
Mine Vnckle could run ore his prodigall life 
As pcrfe<5tfy,asif his feriouseye 
Had numbred all his follies : 

Knew of his morgagde lands,his friends in bonds, 
Himfelfe withered with debt $ And in that minute 
Had I added his vfage and vnkindnefle, 

Tvvould haue confounded euery thought of good. 
Where now,fathering his ryots on bis youth, 
v Which time and tame experience will fhakc off, 
Guefflnghiskindnesto me (as 1 fmoothd hitn 
With all the skill I had) though his defarts 
Are informe vglier then an vnfhapte Bearc. 

Hee’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
.And place at Court j a good and fure rcleefe 

B 2 To 
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To all his ftoopingfortunes,twil be a meanes I hope 
To make new league betweene vs, and redeeme 

His vertues with his lands. 

Ser.l fhould thinke fo miftris,If he fhould not now 
be kinde to you and loue you, and chcrilh you vp, I 
(liould thinke the diuell himfelfe kept open houfe m 

^Wtfe . 1 doubt not but he will now, prethree leaue 
me, I thinke I heate him comming. 

Ser.l am gone. 

Wi. By this good meanes I (hall preferue my lands. 
And free my husband out of vfurers hands : 

Now there is no need of fale,my V ncklcs kinde, 

1 hope, if ought.this will content his minde. 

Here comes my husband. Enter Husband. 

jftfANow, ate you come, where’s the mony, lets 
fee the mony, is the rubbifh folde, thofe wifeakers 
your lands, why then.the mony, where is it ? powrc it 
downe,downe with it,downe with it, I fay powrt on 

thcsround,letsfeeit,letsfeeit. 

Wife -Good (ir,kcepe but in patience ,and 1 nope 
My words (hall like you well,Ibringyou better 
Comfort then the falc of my Dowry. 

Htif. Ha, what’s that ? 

Wife. Pray doe not fright me fir,but vouchlate me 
hearing.My Vnckle,glad ofyour kindnclfe to me and 
milde vfage (for fo I made it to him) hath in pitty ot 
yourdccliningfortunes, prouidedaplace for you at 
Court, of worth and crcducj which fo muchouer- 
ioyed me- 
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mf-Om on theefi'th.oucr and 

**7h«*nlme in torment. )F urn5n . 

* polliticke whore, fubdller 
«asthisthy iourny to Nuncke, tofadowne theh.- 
n „ n fmc mv ftate and fortunes : 
ShdSI^rhat'dcdicated my lelfe to plea lure bee now 
S HhI inferuiccto crouch and (land like an olde 
C ° * ",h his mv hat off, I that could ucucr abide to 

Her my head i’th Church, bafe flut, thtsfruite 
beares thy complaints. 

Wife.Ohr heauen knowes * , , 

That roy complaints were praifes,and beft words 
Ofyou,and yout eflate s onely my friends 
Knew Ofyour morgagde Lands, and were poffeft 
Ofeuery accident before I came. 

If you fufpea it but a plot in me. 

To keepc my dowry,or for mine owne good, . 

Or my poore childrens (though it lutes a mother 
To (hew anaturall care in their releefes) 

Yet lie forget my fdfe to calme your blood, 
Confume it,asyour pleafure counfelsyou. 

And alii wifh,eene Clemency affords, 

Giuc me but pleafanflookes and m odeft wor ds. 

What the diuell ? how now ? thy hafty newes. 

Ser .M a v it plcafe you fir . 

HufWh * t ? may I not looke vpon my dagger ? 
Speake villainc, or I will execute the point on thee : 
quicksort. s„. 
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Ser . Why fir, a gentleman from the Vniuerfiry {foies 
below to fpeake with you. 

H,//.From rhe Vniuetfity ? io, Vniucrfity, 

That long word runs through me. Exit. 

IVife.yVas euer Wife fo wretchedly befct ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betweene,the point 
Had offered violence vnto my brefl. 

That which feme women call great mifery. 

Would fhew but little here : would fcarfe be feene 
Among my miferies : I may compare 
For wretched fortunes,with all Wiues that arc, 
Nothing wiil pleafe him,vntill all be nothing. 

He calles it fiauery to be preferd, 

A place of credited bafe feruitude. 

What (hall become of me,and my poore children ? 
Two here, and one at nurfe,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
Begins to fhake the ancient feat to duft : 

The heauy weight of forrow,drawes my lids 
Ouer my dankifh eyes : I can fcarfe fee j 
Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me. 

Enter the Husband with the Majler of the C o Hedge . 

Huf. Pleafe you draw neere fir,y’are exceeding 
welcome. 

Mai. That’s my doubt, I fcare I come not to be wel- 
come. 

tf«/.Yes,howfoeuer. 

Mai. Tis not my fafhion fir, to dwell in long circum- 
ftance,butto beplaine and effectually therefore to 
thepurpofe. 

The 
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The caufe of my fetting foorth, was pittious 5c la- 
mentable ; that hopcfull young gentleman your bro- 
ther ,whofe vertues we all loue decrely, through your 
default and vnnaturall negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoncr, all his ftudies amazed, 
his hope ftrook dead, and the pride of his youth muf- 
fled in thefe darke clouds of oppreffion. 
##/;Hum,hum,hum. 

Maijl. Oh youhauekildthe towardeft hope bf all 
our Vniuetfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mends,exped pandorus and fuddaine judgments to 
fall grieuoufly vpon you ; your brother, a man who 
profited in his diuiqe imployments, and might haue 
made ten thoufand foules fit for heauen,now by y our 
cardeflccourfes caft in prifon, which you muff an- 
fwerefor, and affureyour fpirit it will come home at 
length. Huf.Qki God, oh. 

Ma. Wife men thinke ill of you, others fpeake ill of 
you.no man loucs you, nay,euen thofe whom hooe- 
fty condemnes, condcmne you : and take this from 
the vertuous affedion I beare your brother, neuer 
lookc for profperous houre, good thought , quiet 
fleepes, contented walkes, nor any thing that makes 
man perfcd,til you redeemehim .-What is your an- 
(wer,how will you beftow him ? vpon defperate milc- 
ry,or better hopes ? I fuffer till I heare ycuranfwere. 

//#/.Sir,you hauc much wrought with me, 1 fecle 
you in my foule.you are your arces matter. 

I neuer had (cnee til nowjyour fillables hiue cleft me 
Bothfor your words and pains I thanke you;I cannot 

but - 
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but acknowledge greeuous wrongs done to my bro- 

ther 3 mighty,mighty,mighty wrongs. 

Within there. 

Enter a. feruingmun. 

H»/dFill me abowlc of wine. Alas poore brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. 

Ma. A bruife indeed makes many a mortall Fore, 

Till the graue cure them. Enter with wine, 

mf. Sir, I begin to you,y’auechid your welcome: 
Mr A could hauc vvifht it better for your fake, 

I pledge you fir,to the kinde man in prifon. 
#tf/Xctitbefo. 

Now Sir, if you fo pleafe to fpend but a few minutes 
in walking about my grounds below, my man (hall 
heere attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be 
furniftitofa Efficient anfwere, and therein my Bro- 

thcr fully fatisfied. . rJ 

Mr.Good fir, in that the Angels would be pjeafed, 
and the worlds murmures calmd, and I ftiould fay 

fetfoorth then vpon a lucky day. £ xltt 

Huf Oh thou confufed man,thy pleafant fins haue 
vndone thee, thy damnation has beggerd thee, that 
heauen fliould lay we muft not lin,and yet made wo- 
men: giues our fences way to finde pleafure, which 
being found, confounds vs, why lhould wee know 
thofe things fo much mifiife vs ? Oh would vertue 
had beenc forbidden,wee fhould then hauc prooued 
allvertuous, fortis our blood to louc what wee are 
forbidden j had not drunkennefle bcene forbidden, 

what man would haue beene foole to a beaft, and za- 
ny 
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n y to a (wine, to fhew tricks in the mire 3 what is there 
in three Dice.to make a man draw thrice three thou- 
fand acres into thecompalfcof a little round table, 
and with the gentlemans palfic in the hand fhakc out 
his pofterity, thceucs, orbeggers j tisdone, I hauc 
don’t ifaith: terrible, horrible mifery. — — — how 
well was I left, very well, very well. 

My Lands fhewed like a full ivtoone about me, but 
now the Moone’s in the laft quarter, warning, wai- 
nipg,andl am mad to thinke that Moone was mine : 
mine and my fathers, and my fore-fathers generati- 
ons£enerations,downe goes the houfe ofvs, down, 
4b.wne itfinkes : Now is the name a beggar, begsin 
me- that name which hundreds ofyeareshas made 
this iniere famous j in me and my pofterity runs out. 

In my feede fiue are made miferablc befides my 
felfe, my ryot is now my brothers iaylor, my W iues 
fighing,my three boyes penurie, and mine own con- 
fufion. 

He teares bis haire. 

Why fit my haires vpon my curfed head ? 

Will not this poyfon fcatter them oh my brother's 
In execution among diucls that ftretch him : 

And make him giue ; andl in want. 

Not able for to liuc.no r to redeeme him. 

Diuincs and dying men may talke of hell. 

But in my heart her feuerall torments dwell, 

Slauery and mifery. Who in this caie 
Would not take vp money vpon his foule ? 

Pawne his faluation,hue at intereft : 
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I, that did cucr in aboundance dwell, 

For me to want,exceeds the throwes of hell. 

Enter his little fame pith a top and fcourge. , 

•ftw.What aile you father, are you not wellj can- 
not fcourge my top as long as you ftand fo : you take 
vp all the roome with your wide legs, puh,you can- 
not make me affraid with this, I feare no vizards, nor 
bugbeares. 

He takes vp the child bp the skirts of his long coate indue 
hand, and dr awes his dagger with the other. 

Hups ! p {ir,fbr heere thou haft no inheritance left. 
Sonne. Oh what will you do father, I am your white 
boy. Jlrikeshim . 

UttfiThow (halt be my red boy, take that. 

Son. Oh you hurt me father. 

Huf My eldeft beggar, thou fhalt not line to aske an 
vfurer bread , to cry at a great nuns gate, or follow,, 
good your Honor by a Coach, no, nor youir brother: 
tis charity to braine you. 

S<w.How (hall I learne,now my head’s broke ? 

//«. Bleed ,bleed , rather then beg, beg, fobs him. 

Be not thy names difgrace : 

Spurne thou thy fortunes firft,if they be bale : 
Come view thy fecond brother : Fates, 

My childrens bloud (hall fpin into y ourfaccs, 
Youfhallfee, 

How confidently we Icorne beggery. 

Exit with his fonne. 

Enter a maid with 4 chide in her armes y the 

Mother 
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Mother by her ajlepe. 

M.Slcep fwcet babe ,forrow makes thy mother {Jeep, 
It boades fmall good when hcauineffe fals fo deepe, 
Hu(h pretty boy, thy hopes might haue bene better, 
Tis loft at Dice, what ancient honour won, 

Hard when the father plaies away the Sonne : 
Nothing but milery ferucs in thishoufe, 

Ruine and defolation $ oh. 

Enter Husband with the boy bleeding. 

Huf Whore, giue me that boy. 

he ftriues with her for the childe. 

Maid. Oh helpe,helpc, out alas,murder, murder. 
Huf, Ate you golfiping, prating fturdy queane. 

He breake your clamour with your necke, 

Downc ftaires ; tumble, tumble, headlong, 

He throwes her downe. 

So, the fureft way to charme a womans tongue, 

Is breake her necke, a Politician did it. 

&w.Mother, mothcr,I am kild mother. 

His wife awakes, and catcheth <vp the youngeft. 
Wife. Ha,who's that cride ? Oh me my children. 
Both, both, both $bloudy,bloudy. 

HiifS trumpet, let go the boy, let go the beggar. 
Wf e.Oh my fweete husband. 

£fa/iFilth, Harlot. 

Wife, Oh what will you do deere husband f 
Ha[,G'\\\e me the baftard. 
wife.Xmt owne fweeteboy. 

Huf .There are too many beggers. ' 

C z wife* 
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Wifc-Good ray husband. 

Hh/.T) oft thou preuent me ft ill? 

Wife. Oh God ! 

Stabs at the childe in her armes , & get, s it from her . 
H«/lHaue at his heart. 

Wife* Oh my dcare boy. 

/fc/Brat ,thou fhalt not line to fhame thy houtc. 
Wife. Oh hcauen. she is hurt and finks downe. 

HufWnd pcri(h,now be gone, 

Ther’s whores enow, and want would make thee one. 

-I 4 - 4 > • \j r V ’♦ V i * 

Enter a luftyferuam. 

Oh (ir,what deeds are thefe ? 
tf#/.Bafc flauCjtny vaffaile, -g 
Com’ft thou betweene my fury to queftion me ? 

Seri Were you the diuell,! would hold you fir. 
Hufi Hold me ? prefiimption, lie vndo thee for it- 
Jer.Sbloud, you hatie vndonc vs all fir. 

H#/!Tug at thy M after ? 

^r.Tug at a monftcri 

Huf. Haue I no power jfhall my flaue fetter me ? 
S^.Nay then thcdiuell wra(Ues,I am thrownc. 

Husband overcomes him . 



Huf Oh villaine. now lie tug thce,now lie teare 
thee, fet quicke fpurs to my vaflaile, bruize him^tram- 
ple him;fo,I thinke thou wilt not follow me inhafte. 
My horfc (lauds ready fadled, away, away, 

Now to my brat at nurfe,tny fucking begger; 

Fates, He not leaue you one to tramplconc. 

7ht 
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The Matter meetes him . 

mHow ift with you fir,mc-thinks you looke of 
diftraaed colour. 

Huf. Who I fir,tis but your fancy , 
plcafc you walke in fir,and lie foone refolue you, 

I want one fmall part to make vp the fu m. 

And then my brother fhall reft Satisfied. 

Mr. I (hall be glad to fee it/ir lie attend you. 

Exeunt. 

Ser.Oh ,1 am fcarfe able to heauc vp my felfe, 

He has fo bruizd me with his diucllifh waight, 

And torne my flefh with his bloud-hafty fpur,. 

A man before of eafie conftitution, 

Till now hels power fuppliedj to his foules wrong, 

Oh how damnation can make weake.men ftrong. 

Enter Master and two feruants.. 

S<rr.Oh the mod pittious deed fir fince you came. 

^r.A-dcadly greeting j hath he fumd vp thefd 
To fatisfie his brother ? hecre’s another. 

And by the bleeding infants, the dfcad mother. 

Wife. Oh, oh. 

Mr. S urgeons, S u rgeons ,fhe recouers life, 

One of his men all faint land bloiidied. 

i.Ser .Follow ,our murderousM after hastooke 
Horfe to kill his childc at nurfc,oh follow quickly. 

Mr. I am the readieft.it (bajlbe my charge 
Tor aifethe To wne vpon him. H 

Exit Matter and f truants* : ! 

i.$er,Good fir follow him. : ■ 

C 3 Wfi* 
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p^/LOh my children. ..... . 

i.jVr,How is it with my moft afflnfted Miftris* 
mfe.\V hy do 1 now recouer ? why halfcliuc ? 

To fee my children bleed before mine eies, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers breaft without an exe- 
cutioner jwhat,art thou mangled too? 

i.Ser, I thinking topreuent what his quickemtl- 
chiefes had fo foone a£ted,came and rulht : vpon him, 
We ftrugled,mit a fowler ftrengch then his ^ 

Ote-threw me with his armes, then did hr. bruize me 
And rent my fielh,and robd me of my haire, 

Like a man mad in execution. 

Made me vnfit to rife and follow him. 

H/jr/WVhat is ithasbeguildc him of all grace ? 

And ftoie away humanity from his breft, 

To flay his children.purpofed to kill his wife. 

And fpoile his feruants. 

Enter two feruants. 

AmbolPlafe you lcaue this accurfed place, 

A furgeon waites within. 

Wife. Willing to leaue k. 

Tis guilty of fvveete bloud, innocent bloud. 

Murder hath tookc this chamber with full hands, 
And will not out as long as the houfe (lands. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Husband, as being throwne of his 
Hot ft, and falles, 

Huf.Oh (tumbling Iade,the fpauin ouertake thee. 
The fifty difeafes flop thee ; 

Oh, I am forely bruifde, plague founder thee, 

Thou 
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Thou runft at cafe and plcafure,hart of chance, 

To throw me now, within a flight o'th Towne, 

In fucb plaine ecucn ground, 

Sfoot, a man may dice vpon it, and throw away the 
Medowes,ah filthy beaft. 

Cry within. 

Follow, follow, follow. 

HufHz ? I heare founds ofmen, like hew and cry, 
Vp>vp»and ftruggle to thy horfe,make on, 

Ddpatch that hale begger,and all’s done. 

Cry within. 

Heere,this way,this way. 

Huf A t my backe ? oh, 

Whatfate haue I,my limbesdchy me to go, 
Mywillisbated,beggcryclaimesapart, > 

Oh could I heare reach to the infants heart. 

Enter Matter of the CoUedgt , three Gentle- 
men jnd others with Holberds . 
^.Heere,heeie,yonder,yotider. 

Ma.W nnaturall, flinty , more then barbarous, 

The Scythians in their marble hearted fates. 

Could riot baue a&ed moreremorfelcffe deeds 
In their relcntlcfle natures,then theft of thine : 

Was this the anfwcr 1 long waited on, 

The fatisfa&ionfor thy prtlonedbrothcr ? 

Huf . He can haue no more ofvs,then our skins, . 

And fome of them want but fleaing; 
i.G«tf.Grcat finnes haue madehim impudent. 

Has fhed fo much blood that he cannot blufh , . 

z,Gtnt» 



[ 51 1*1 



S5T5? 



A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

2 Gent . Away with him, bcarc him to the Iuftices, 

A gentleman of worfhip dwels at hand. 

There fhall his deeds be blazed. 

HuJMV hy all the better, 

My glory tis to hauc my adtfon knowne, 

I ereeue for nothing, but I mift of one. 

^/•.There’s little of a father in that grietej 
Beare him away. Exeunt. 

*■' ;^/rt *iVton !3nn r f .r T f 'iv 

Enter a Knight, with wo or three Gentlemen. 

Knight. Endangered fo his Wife, murdered his 
children? 

i.Gettt.So the cry goes. 

Knight. I am forry I ere knew him j 

That cuet He tooke life and natnrall being _ 

From fuch an honoured ftocke,and faire dilcent, 

Till this blacke minute without ftaine or blcmiuu 
i.<j««.Heete come the men. * 

Enter the Master of the C o Hedge ,and the reft - 
with the prif oner. 

Knight. The Serpent of his houfe : Imc forty for 
this time,that l am in place of iuftice. i or : 

jtfr.Pleafe you fir. * 

Knight. Do not repeate it twice, I know too much, 
Would it had nere bene thought on. 

Sir.I bleed for you. . 

i.Gent.Yow fathers forrowes are aliue in me ; 
What made you fhew fuch monftrous cruelty ? 
^In a word fir, j 

'.Vv'VO.S 
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I-fisk* eonfiSjncUH', plaid away long acre, 1 fh ; : 
And I thought it thecharibleft deed I could do. 

To cuffen beggery,and knock my houfe o'th head. 

Knt. I do not thinke but in to morrowes judgment 
The terror will fit clofer to your foule. 

When the dread thought ofdcath remembers you. 
To further which, take this fad voyce from me, 
Neuer was a&e plaid more vrmacurally. 

H«/^I thankeyoufir. 

Knight. Goe ieade him to the Iaylc, 

Where iuftice claimes all .there mud pitty failc. 

Huf, Come, come, away with me. 

Exitprifoner. 

‘ Mr:S it,yoii deferue the worfhip of your place, 
Would'all did fo,in you the law is grace. 

Kmght.lt is my with it fhould be fo ; 

Ruinous man,thedefolation of his houfe, 

The blot vpon his prcdceeflbrs honord name : 

That man is neereft foame that's paft fhame. 

Exit. . 

Enter Husband with the officers , The Ai after andGetf* 
tlemen.ns going by his houfe. 

Uiif I am right again'ft my houfe,feace of my ancc- 
ftors j I heare my wife’s aliue, but much endangered 5 
let me intreate to ipeake with her before the prifon 
gripe me. s '• ; ;/•: *: ' ’ v . : . 

Enter his Wife fraught in a Chaire. 

GenKSce heere,lhe*eOmes of her felfe. 

Wife. Oh my fwcctC husband, my deere diftrefted 
husband, no w in the hands of vnrelenting lawes 5 my 

D grea- 
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grcateft forrow, my cxtremeft bleed 

How now ? kinde to me ? d: 

thce,leaue .thee for dead ? 

Wife. Tut,farre greater wounds dit 
Vnkindaeffe ftnkes a deeper wound t 
You haue beene ftill vnkinde to me. 

tf«/.Faith,arid To I thinke 1 haue * 
I did my murders roughly out ot ban 
Defperate and fuddainc,but thou ha 
A fine way now to kill met, thou bai 
Seauen wounds a peece *,now glide 
Me, departs at eucry ioynt,heaues vj 



nere inuented 
Bindkhim one thoufand mote you blcffed Angels, 

In that bottomleffe pit, let him not rile 
To make men a&e vnnaturall tragedies. 

To fpread into a Father, and in fury > 

Make him his childrens executioners, 

Murdcr hU wife, his feramts, and who not? 
f ot that roans darke.where heauen is quite torgot. 

. ^SSw^a,»chh,u,w W d. 

Die , if the law could forgiue as foonc as I. 

Children kid out. 

//«/TVVhat fight is yonder ? 

Wife , Oh, our two bleeding boy es . 



william Shakespeare A Yorkshire Tragedy (stc 22341) 



A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Laid foorth vpon the threfhold. (crack, 

jiaf. Heer s weight enough to make a hart-firing 
Oh were itlawfull that your pretty foulcs 
Might looke from heauen into your fathers eyes. 
Then (hould you fee the penitent glades melt. 

And both your murders fhoote vpon my checkes, 
But you are playing in the Angels laps, 

Ana will not looke on me. 

Who void of grace, kild you in beggery. 

Oh that I might my wifhes now attainc, 

I (hould then wifti you liuing were againc 5 
Though I did beg with you, which thing I feard, ^ 

Oh t was the enc/ny my eyes fo bleard. 

Oh would you could pray heauen me to forgiue. 
That will vnto my end repentant liue. 

wif. It makes me ecne forget all other forrowes, 
And leaue part with this. 

Officer. Come, will you goe ? 

Huf.1 le kiflfc the bloud Ifpilt,and then He goe. 

My finite is bloudied,well may my lips be fo. 

Farwell deere Wife, now thou and I muft part, 

I of thy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 
mfe.Oh ftay,thou (halt not goe. 

Huf. That’s but in vaine,you fee it muft be fo. 
Farwell yc bloudy a(hes of my boyes, 

My punifliments arc their eternall ioyes. 

Let cuery father looke well into my deeds, 

And then their heirs may profper,while mine bleeds. 
Exeunt husband with officers , 
W^.More wretched am I now in this diftrelfc, 

D 2 Then 
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Then former forrowes made me. 

Mr . Oh kinde Wife, be comforted, 

Oneioy isyetvnmurdered, , . , . 

You haue aboy atNurfe,your ioye s in him. 

wift.Dc arer then all is my poore husbands lire • 
Heauen giue my body ftrength ,which yet is faint 
With much expence of blood, and I will kneele. 
Sue for his life, number vp all my friends. 

To plead for pardon for my deare husoands lire . 
^/r.Was it in man to wound lo kinde a creature f 
lie euer praife a woman for thy fake. ^ 

1 muft rcturne with griefe ,my anfwer s let, 

I fhall bring, ©ewes weights heauier then the debt. 
Two brothers 5 one in bond lies ouerthrownc. 
This, on a deadlier execution. 

F/NI5. 
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